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ANNE  SULLIVAN -MACY 


A  darkness  blazed  with  fire 
For  that  great  inner  sight 
Which  sees  beyond  our  vision — 
You  shed  the  light ! 

You,  leader  of  the  pack, 

The  future  found  a  prize 
When  you  became  the  lens 
For  Helen’s  dear  eyes. 

A  silence  broken  through 
By  a  love  that  conquered ; 

To  a  far  distant  world — 

Your  voice  was  heard ! 

You  spared  a  wandering  soul 
A  future  filled  with  fears 
When  you  became  the  drums 
For  Helen’s  dear  ears. 
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INTRODUCTION 


To  the  fortunate  ones  who  have  had  the  privilege 
of  meeting  these  marvelous  women,  Helen  Keller  and 
Anne  Sullivan  Macy,  any  word  of  introduction  to  this 
Anthology"'  will  seem  inadequate.  To  those  who  are 
less  fortunate,  I  can  only  say  that  such  a  collection  of 
tributes  as  this,  coming  not  from  the  pens  but  from  the 
hearts  of  all  these  writers,  surely  indicates  that  the 
objects  of  these  encomiums  are  a  pair  unique  in  the 
world’s  history.  I  say  pair  advisedly,  for  while  most  of 
the  panegyrics  are  addressed  to  Helen,  I  feel  that  they  all 
pay  equal  tribute  to  her  remarkable  "Teacher,”  Anne 
Sullivan  Macy,  friend  and  inseparable  companion  for 
more  than  forty  years.  For  if  Fate  was  cruel  to  Helen 
in  visiting  her,  when  she  was  only  nineteen  months  of 
age,  with  that  blighting  fever  which  left  her  bereft  of 
sight  and  hearing,  it  did  its  best  to  make  amends  in 
sending  Anne  Sullivan  to  her  five  years  later. 

It  is  noteworthy  that  Anne  Sullivan,  herself  at  that 
time  only  a  slip  of  a  girl,  should  have  written  three 
months  after  she  first  met  Helen,  "It  is  a  rare  privilege 
to  watch  the  birth,  growth,  and  first  feeble  struggle  of 
a  living  mind;  this  privilege  is  mine,  and  moreover  it 
is  given  to  me  to  rouse  and  guide  this  bright  intelli¬ 
gence.  I  know  that  the  education  of  this  child  will  be 
the  distinguishing  feature  of  my  life,  if  I  have  the 
brains  and  strength  to  accomplish  it.” 


*Helen  Keller  has  a  copy  of  this  book  done  in  Braille  by  the  compiler. 
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8  INTRODUCTION 

Mark  Twain,  who  in  his  lifetime  knew  most  of  the 
greatest  and  best  people  on  earth,  said  he  thought  Helen 
Keller  the  most  interesting  of  all.  It  is  not  because 
Helen  is  the  most  completely  educated  and  highly  cul¬ 
tured  blind  and  deaf  person  in  history,  it  is  not  because 
she  can  understand  and  speak  half  a  dozen  languages 
and  is  familiar  with  the  best  literature  of  all  times,  it 
is  not  even  because  she  has  written  prose  and  verse  of 
outstanding  beauty — it  is  not  because  of  these  things 
that  she  stands  preeminent,  but  it  is,  most  of  all,  be¬ 
cause  she  has  devoted  all  these  abilities  to  the  cause  of 
suffering  humanity,  that  she  has  thrown  all  her  energies 
into  the  cause  of  any  weak  downtrodden  person  or 
group  or  nation  that  needed  help. 

Even  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  1894,  she  wrote  in  her 
diary  {Story  of  My  Life,  Vol.  I) :  "I  find  that  I  have 
four  things  to  learn  in  life — to  think  clearly,  to  love 
everybody  sincerely,  to  act  in  everything  with  the 
highest  motives,  and  to  trust  God  unhesitatingly.”  That 
she  has  learned  and  lived  these  things  in  their  fullest 
meaning,  the  world  today  can  testify.  When,  even 
younger,  asked  to  define  love,  she  said,  "Why,  bless 
you,  that’s  easy.  It  is  what  everybody  feels  for  every¬ 
body  else.”  The  following  quotation  from  the  fly-leaf  of 
the  copy  of  her  Story  of  My  Life  which  Helen  gave  me 
conveys  a  touch  of  her  spirit: 

Be  it  the  mystery  of  Love 
Be  it  the  might  of  Truth 
Some  wisdom  that  we  know  not  of 
Opens  the  Gates  of  Heaven. 

A.  L.  Goldwater 
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DOUBLE  BLOSSOMS 


Helen  Keller  Anthology 


TO  HELEN  KELLER 


You  have  been  a  great  help  and  inspiration  to  us  all. 
Everyone  lives  and  works  under  some  hardship,  but 
most  of  us  are  always  complaining  about  the  unkind¬ 
ness  of  Fate.  Somehow,  I  do  not  think  of  my  handicaps, 
or  yours,  or  anyone’s,  when  I  see  you. 

If  we  would  do  as  you  have  done,  and  turn  our 
efforts  to  helping  others,  I  believe  that  we  could  find 
love  and  happiness.  It  is  self-consciousness  that  makes 
us  complain.  There  is  so  much  for  us  to  do  in  this 
sordid  world  that  we  really  should  not  find  time  for 
thinking  about  ourselves. 

I  always  enjoy  knowing  what  you  do  and  say;  and 
you  have  always  found  the  time  and  inclination  to  be 
most  unselfish  in  remembering  and  helping  those  others 
who  can  do  so  little  for  themselves. 

Clarence  Darrow 
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THE  GREAT  JOKESMITH 


Those  blind  to  Beauty  oft  have  brightest  eyes, 

While  those  with  sharpest  ears  hear  least  of  Truth 
And  loudest  tongues  blare  out  the  lowest  lie; 

I  wonder  why,  I  wonder  why? 

And  you,  whose  sightless  eyes  see  all  of  Earth, 

Who  listen  to  the  song  of  Beauty  all  the  while 
You  whisper  Truth,  have  neither  proper  ear,  nor  tongue, 
nor  eye; 

I  wonder  why,  I  wonder  why? 

Arthur  Spingarn 
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TO  MISS  HELEN  KELLER 


You  see  and  hear  with  your  spirit; 

You  speak  with  your  spiritual  tongue  like  a  star. 

Yone  Noguchi 

(Tokyo,  Japan) 
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HELEN  KELLER 


When  first  I  heard  the  voice  of  Helen  Keller 
Come  from  its  chasm 
I  was  moved  as  by  the  voice  of  the  dead 
Become  the  living. 

Now,  I  have  often  been  moved  by  the  voice  of  the 
"living” 

Speaking,  speaking  with  no  knowledge  of  its  essential 
death, 

But  I  had  never  before  heard  a  voice  risen  from  death. 
And  so  sweetly  speaking  ...  so  naturally,  as  if  death 
Had  been  nothing. 

One  remembers  her  as  one  remembers 
The  hour  of  hearing  great  news. 

Helen  Keller  is  news  from  God 
Concerning  the  god  in  man. 

Zona  Gale 
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THE  MESSAGE-BEARER 
(To  Helen  Keller ) 


BUnd,  she  helps  us  all  to  see; 

Deaf,  she  teaches  us  to  hear; 

Dumb,  she  speaks  with  words  that  sing 
Humbly  we  offer  her  our  sheaves, 

Our  reverence  and  our  praise, 

In  awe  before  her, 

Poor  where  she  is  rich, 

Yet  proud  to  be 
Of  her  great  heritage 
That  bids  mere  sense 
To  yield  before  the  spirit. 

O  wondrous  alchemy  of  pain, 
Transmuting  loss  to  gain! 

John  D.  Barry 
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TO  HELEN  KELLER 


Breaking  over  your  silence 
I  saw  a  vivid  smile, 

Like  sun  above  a  lonely  mountain  lake 
It  flashed  awhile; 

Scattering  all  clouds  of  patient  smouldering  pain, 
And  then  your  face  was  suddenly  still  again. 

Out  of  your  dark 
A  hand  stretched  forth; 

Fingers  gripped,  moulding  still  strange  human  clay, 
Shaping  a  final  spark. 

We  are  worlds  touching  worlds, 

We  stand  within  the  dark. 

It  is  enough  if  we  have  yet  the  will 
To  bear  all  and  be  still. 

John  Gould  Fletcher 
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TO  HELEN  KELLER 


A  rose  unfolding  in  the  sun 

This  simple  truth  once  taught  to  me: 
Not  from  without  is  beauty  won; 
The  beauty  in  itself  must  be. 

I  watched  the  glimmer  of  a  star: 

Adown  the  Infinite  it  shone, 

Its  charm  of  radiance  cast  afar 
Because  the  gleam  was  all  its  own. 

And  so  the  miracle  of  you: 

Within  yourself  the  glories  shine; 
Your  soul  has  vision  clear  and  true 
And  radiates  a  light  divine. 

Thomas  Nun  an 
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TO  HELEN  KELLER 


I  used  to  marvel  at  the  sunset  glow, 

Or  at  the  sea  or  sweep  of  starlit  sky, 

I  used  to  feel  a  quickening  of  the  pulse 

When  watching  feathered  folk  fly  swiftly  by; 

But  all  of  these  and  many  marvels  more 
Are  lost  before  a  larger,  richer  light, 

Through  silence  dark  your  soul  triumphant  sings 
Immortal  music  in  the  lonely  night. 

Your  inspiration  reaches  all  mankind, 

God  proves  to  man  the  spirit’s  power  through  you, 
And  other  souls,  though  deep  in  suffering, 

Smile  through  their  tears,  and  faith  and  hope  renew. 

Mary  Campbell  Scott 
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TO  HELEN  KELLER 


You  see  with  the  cleansing  eyes  of  love 
With  clarity  past  our  commanding; 

You  speak  with  the  eloquent  voice  thereof; 
You  hear  with  the  ears  of  understanding. 

We  hate,  the  gift  of  sight  is  lost. 

We  close  our  minds,  our  ears  are  sealed. 
We  shout  down  truth  at  bitter  cost. 

You  trust  to  love,  your  loss  is  healed. 

Ah,  blind  to  blindness,  deaf  to  song 
Of  silences,  and  all  too  mute, 

We  make  the  rich  in  things  the  strong 
While  men  are  trampled  to  the  brute. 

You  hear  not  war,  but  songs  of  dream; 

You  see  the  heart,  not  jail  and  slum: 

And  still  you  urge  a  new  regime. 

Such  lords  of  sense  may  we  become! 

Our  senses  are  blind  avenues 
That  lead  to  walls  of  the  hollow  tomb. 

You  keep  the  path  that  we  soon  lose 
And  roll  away  the  stone  of  doom. 

Ralph  Cheyney 
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ESSENCE 
(To  Helen  Keller ) 


Out  of  the  darkness — a  light. 
Out  of  the  silence — a  voice. 
Out  of  despair — a  soul 
Unfaltering  to  its  goal. 

Unconquerably  the  bright 
Spirit  asserts  its  choice, 

Bids  the  clogged  body  wait 
And  dominates  its  fate. 

But  deeper  than  all,  the  heart, 
Quick  to  feel  others’  pain, 
Ignores  its  manacles, 

And  lives  in  mankind’s  ills. 

Miracles  play  their  part, 
Revealing  what  had  lain 
Hidden;  but  could  discover 
Only  the  world’s  staunch  lover! 
Miriam  Allen  deFord 
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THE  BRIGHT  DARK 


Forever  conscript  to  profoundest  dark, 

Yet  still  in  flesh  a  consort  with  her  kind, 

For  her  the  soaring  heavens  flame  and  spark, 

Their  terrible  beauty  regnant  in  her  mind. 

For  her,  whatever  shadow  moved  like  mist, 

Still  courses  through  her  veins  the  trenchant  press 
Of  body’s  passion  and  the  fruitful  tryst 
Of  sense  and  substance  in  a  dark  caress. 

No  dark  too  deep  but  what  her  clasp  can  fold 

The  seed  that  blooms  the  orchid,  while  the  flame 
Of  utterest  anguish  rectifies  to  gold, 

And  death’s  intolerable  nameless  have  a  name. 

The  vague  Equator  and  the  vaguer  Pole 
Fuse  to  a  meaning,  and  we  sighted  ones 
Behold  the  gloriole  within  her  soul 

Assume  terrestial  orbit  with  the  sun’s. 

Howard  McKinley  Corning 


[25] 


TO  HELEN  KELLER 


You  live  in  a  country  stranger  than  the  moon 
Where  nothing  casts  a  shadow.  In  that  place 
Night  has  no  secrets,  and  the  ripened  noon 
Sheds  only  empty  warmth  upon  the  face. 

The  loudest  surf  is  muffled  on  that  shore, 

The  west  wind  beats  in  silence  on  those  boughs, 
And  all  the  tongues  that  speak  to  the  heart’s  core 
Lie  like  the  Seven  Sleepers  and  cannot  rouse. 

We  have  not  known  that  country,  save  in  dreams, 
And  they  were  terrible.  How  shall  we  then 
Find  ways  to  come  to  you  across  the  streams 
Of  baffled  sense?  How,  from  the  earthy  den 
Where  the  keen  spirit  crouches  warily, 

Shall  we  chase  you  forth?  Upon  your  barren  star 
You  live  beyond  our  means,  and  do  not  see 
Our  coward  ways,  and  changelessly  you  are 
Deaf  to  our  lustful  cries.  Lean,  then,  and  find 
Reason  to  pity  us,  who  have  by  choice 
Turned  from  the  luminous  windows  of  the  mind 
And  from  the  grown  soul’s  deep  and  arrowy  voice. 

Babette  Deutsch 
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A  VALENTINE 
(To  Helen  Keller ) 


Life’s  joys  and  sorrows  rise  and  ever  wane 
On  the  horizon  of  our  nights  and  days; 
Whether  we  see  them  come  and  go  or  not 
We  feel  the  passing  of  their  searing  blaze. 
Anger  we  know, — and  chagrin, — and  remorse; 
Ambition  flaunts  its  banners  in  our  face; 

The  empty  halls  of  power  ring  to  our  stride, 
Sometimes,  for  a  brief  space. 

But  never  long  do  any  of  these  remain; 

And  even  love  is  but  a  passing  flare. 

Immortal  Loves  are  few  and  far  between, 

And  even  lasting  friendship  oft  is  rare. 

Still,  were  a  wish  of  mine  to  be  fulfilled — 
One  favor  giv’n  to  even  up  the  score — , 

I’d  ask  but  lasting  friendliness  with  you, 

Just  that,  and  nothing  more. 

Warren  K.  Billings 

(Folsom  Prison ,  California) 
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A  PRAYER 


Far-famed  fair  Helen  stretching  forth  a  hand, 
Ever  to  those  who  suffer  in  distress, 

Feeling  the  weight  of  all  this  sad  world’s  woe 
Its  imprint  on  your  nature  fine  impress; 

Let  one  whose  sole  desire  it  is  to  be 
More  like  you  with  each  weary,  passing  day, 
Extend  an  upstretched  hand  from  out  the  depths 
Of  dull  despair  with  perfect  certainty 
That  here,  at  least,  true  friendship  ready  stands 
To  pardon  even  meagerness  its  debts. 

Warren  K.  Billings 

(Folsom  Prison,  California) 
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TO  HELEN  KELLER 


Milton,  struck  blind,  saw  .  .  . 

And  Beethoven,  in  his  deafness,  heard  .  .  . 

Vision  and  music  dawn  and  roll  only 
In  sightless  skies, 

On  soundless  seas  .  .  . 

You,  Helen  Keller,  have  beheld, 

You  have  heard  .  .  . 

And  we  who  know  you,  catch  the  moonlight  of 
your  sunlight 

And  the  echoes  of  your  song. 

James  Oppenheim 
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TO  HELEN  KELLER 


If  these  my  rimes  ring  true  to  you, 
Merry  or  sweet  or  strong, 

I  shall  be  happy;  you  who  hear 
Eternal,  silent  song. 

If  these  my  pictures  bring  to  you 
One  instant  of  delight, 

I  shall  be  grateful;  you  who  see 
Beyond  our  shallow  sight. 

Ruth  Comfort  Mitchell 
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SAND  DUNES 
(For  Helen  Keller) 

Sea  waves  are  green  and  wet, 

But,  up  from  where  they  die, 

Rise  others  vaster  yet, 

And  those  are  brown  and  dry. 

They  are  the  sea  made  land, 

To  come  at  the  fisher  town 

And  bury  in  solid  sand 

The  men  she  could  not  drown. 

She  may  know  cove  and  cape, 

But  she  does  not  know  mankind 

If  by  any  change  of  shape, 

She  hopes  to  cut  off  mind. 

Men  left  her  a  ship  to  sink: 

They  can  leave  her  a  hut  as  well; 

And  be  but  more  free  to  think 
For  the  one  more  cast  off  shell. 

Robert  Frost 


[31] 


SPRING  POOLS 
(For  Helen  Keller) 


These  pools  that  though  in  forests,  still  reflect 
The  total  sky  almost  without  defect, 

And  like  the  flowers  beside  them,  chill  and  shiver, 
Will  like  the  flowers  beside  them  soon  be  gone; 

And  yet  not  out  by  any  brook  or  river, 

But  up  by  roots  to  bring  dark  foliage  on. 

The  trees  that  have  it  in  their  pent-up  buds 
To  darken  nature  and  be  summer  woods — 

Let  them  think  twice  before  they  use  their  powers 
To  blot  out  and  drink  up  and  sweep  away 
These  flowery  waters  and  these  watery  flowers 
From  snow  that  melted  only  yesterday. 

Robert  Frost 


[32] 


VISION 

(To  Helen  Keller) 


In  the  somnambulant  dawn,  in  which  your  face 
Revealed  a  lesser  darkness,  like  the  bloom 
Of  snow  on  some  inviolate  high  peak, 

You  were  as  a  mountain  moving.  Through  the  cooled 

Lineaments  of  stone — whose  tossing  dust 

The  ultimate  fingers  of  the  light 

Shall  stroke  to  quietude — from  the  lucent 

Root,  precipitate  in  endless  fire, 

A  threading  filament  of  flame  evoked 
The  flame  descendant  .  .  .  and  there  swayed 
In  shining  confluence,  till  the  dark  hill 
Lifted,  straining  at  its  base,  and  all 
The  muted  morning  trembled  to  a  song, 

Revengeful  silence  masks,  but  cannot  quell. 

Lola  Ridge 


[33] 


HELEN  KELLER 


She  never  sees  the  sun  transmute  to  gold 
A  cauldron  of  volcanic  cumuli; 

She  never  looks  upon  star-studded  sky 
When  snows  are  deep  and  moonless  nights  are  cold; 
She  never  hears  the  bleat  of  waking  fold, 

The  grackle  chattering  or  the  kildees  cry, 

As  day  bursts  like  a  golden  butterfly 
The  black  cocoon  in  which  it  has  been  rolled. 

But  she  has  found  the  dial  of  the  brain 

That  draws  the  music  from  the  rolling  spheres, 
And  fills  the  silent  darkness  of  the  years 
With  television  eyes  have  sought  in  vain, — 

With  song  beyond  the  voice  of  any  bird, 

With  symphonies  Beethoven  never  heard. 

Cotton  Noe 


[34] 


HELEN  KELLER 


A  bit  more  darkness  than  the  rest, 

A  bit  more  still  and  lonely — 

But  is  it  blindness  to  be  blest 
With  feeling  only? 

Kathleen  Millay 


TO  HELEN  KELLER 


You  are  one  of  our  great  spirits. 

You  have  explored  open  ways  into  realms  of  darkness, 
And  by  your  high  example  of  achievement 
Brought  emancipation  to  myriads  of  fettered  souls. 

But  more  than  this — 

You  have  brought  light  to  those 
Who  have  eyes  and  will  not  see, 

And  truth  to  those  who  have  ears  and  will  not  hear. 

In  visions  of  a  better  day  of  justice, 

Peace  and  brotherhood  for  mankind, 

And  in  serene  determination  to  speed 

The  coming  of  that  great  day  upon  the  earth, 

You  are  among  the  great  leaders  of  our  generation. 

I  salute  you  with  reverence  and  gratitude 
As  I  think  of  the  clearness  of  your  mind, 

The  love  of  your  heart 
And  the  valor  of  your  spirit. 

Alike  in  your  thought  and  life, 

You  are  a  flaming  beacon  for  us  all. 

John  Haynes  Holmes 


[36] 


"THE  MYSTIC  SENSE” 


Helen  Keller, 

I  would  tell  them  of  the  identical  dream  within  your 
mind, 

I  would  tell  them  that  to  the  few 
The  word  with  its  assumption  of  form — 

Image  implicit  only  in  the  known  escape  of  sight  and 
hearing — 

Can  become  meaninglessly  too  literal. 

Pauline  Leader 


[37] 


TO  HELEN  KELLER 


You  who  never  saw  the  sun-flamed  hills, 
The  morning’s  opaled  skies, 

The  valley  in  the  moonlight  bathed, 

The  evening’s  purple  dyes; 

Who  never  heard  the  mocker  flood 
The  southern  night  with  song, 

The  music  of  the  vesper  bells 

Drift  mist-wreathed  streams  along; 

And  yet  who  came  in  darkness  on 
The  beauty  few  have  found, 

In  silence  to  the  knowledge  that 
The  spheres  are  music-bound — 

You  who  saw  the  great  injustice  done, 

As  only  soul-eyes  can, 

And  cried  against  the  Strong  and  Great, 
And  for  the  Underman: 

To  you  who  shamed  our  cowardice, 

Who  nerved  us  to  be  brave, 

The  Angel  of  our  childhood’s  dreams 
Be  evermore  your  Slave. 

Covington  Hall 


"COURAGE!”  HE  SAID 
( Dedicated  to  Helen  Keller) 


Ulysses,  debarking  in  the  Lotos  Land, 

Struck  the  one  note  that  the  hapless  Ithacans, 
Travel-sick,  mazed,  bemused,  could  understand, 

And,  understanding,  follow. 

"Courage,”  he  said,  "remember,  is  not  hope!” 

He  left  the  worn,  safe  ship,  spume-stained  and  hollow. 
"To  be  courageous  is  to  face  despair!” 

And  through  the  groves  and  ’thwart  the  ambient  air 
Resounded  reedy  echoes: 

"Face  despair!” 

But  this  they  understood. 

And,  plunging  on,  prepared  for  best,  and  most  prepared 
For  worst,  found  merely  in  their  stride 
A  deep,  umbrageous  wood, 

And  grassy  plains  where  they  disported;  eased 
And  bathed  lame  feet  within  a  purling  stream 
And  murmured:  "Here,  Odysseus,  would  we  fain 
abide!” 

But  neither  the  stream’s  fresh  ease, 

Nor  the  shade  of  the  vast  beech  trees, 

Nor  the  blessed  sense 

Of  the  sweet,  sweet  soil 

Beneath  feet  salt-cracked  and  worn, 

Brought  to  them  even  then 

(Still  fainting  and  frayed  and  torn) 

[39] 


Such  complete  recompense 

As  the  knowledge  that,  once  again, 

Facing  the  new  and  untried, 

They  had  kept  the  courage  of  men. 

For  who  is  courageous 

Seeks  no  meed.  Naught  flashing  nor  white 

Blazons  the  fortitude 

By  which  he  bears  his  burden, 

Signaling  him  to  the  world 
For  all  men’s  seeing. 

His  heart  is  calmly  conscious  of  its  might. 

The  fact  of  courage — a  sufficient  guerdon — , 

Like  beauty,  is  its  own  excuse  for  being. 

Jessie  Fauset 


[40] 


TO  HELEN  KELLER 


Our  eyes  to  you  no  beauty  can  unfold, 

Who  see  with  magic  vision  things  untold 
To  us  who  look  with  human  eyes 
Upon  a  world  of  lies. 

For  through  the  countless  years  that  brought  us  here, 
The  body’s  eyes  have  placed  a  deadly  fear 
Upon  us  all,  so  now  we  dare  not  win 
The  soul  that  burns  within. 

But  you,  unburdened  by  an  earthly  sight, 

Dare  bravely  see  your  soul  through  that  long  night 
That’s  present  life,  and,  seeing,  tell  us  all 
To  wait  the  morning’s  call. 

Toscan  Bennett 


[41] 


GREETINGS  FROM  A  BLIND  DOG 
(For  Helen  Keller) 

Little  pilgrim  through  a  night 
Where  he  see  nor  star  nor  wing, 

Chuckie  Chuckles,  who  is  blind, 

Says  in  living  all  should  find 
Hands  to  feed  them, 

Hands  to  lead  them. 

Young  or  old  who  cannot  see 
Gleam  of  star  or  bud  of  tree, 

Is  not  love  their  candlelight — 

Love,  the  sum  of  everything? 

Chuckie  Chuckles  sends  to  you 
Happy  greetings  from  us  two! 

Jeannette  Marks 


[42] 


SEARCH 

( Translated  from  the  Croatian) 


I  was  looking  for  God 
In  the  blue  heavens, 

Far  behind  the  twinkling  stars. 

That  was  long  ago — 

Cruel  knowledge  taught  me 
How  futile  was  my  search; 

In  human  form,  God-like, 

Now,  I  find  you — 

Dragutin  Spitzer 

(Zagreb,  Jugoslavia) 


[43] 


TO  HELEN  KELLER 


Whose  eyes  may  handle  beauty? 

Whose  ears  manage  her? 

Whose  lips  protest  her? 

For  Beauty  is  a  delicate  thing! 

Her  chase 

Shall  not  be  ordered  by  an  ear, 

Nor  shall  a  dusty  eye  attest 
Her  face, 

Nor  shall  her  language  be  averred 
By  one  who  has  not  striven  for  the  word! 

Ye  blinded,  garrulous  crowd, 

Whose  ears  are  stupid  and  whose  tongue  is  loud. 
Only  the  constant  senses  seek 
Where  simple  loveliness  has  stirred! 

So  may  this  woman’s  spirit  speak 
Of  beauty  neither  seen  nor  heard! 

Frances  Beebe 


[44] 


SPIRIT  VISION 
(For  Helen  Keller) 


Against  our  puny  sound  and  sight 
In  vain  the  bells  of  heaven  ring; 

The  Mystic  Blossoms  red  and  white 
May  not  intrigue  our  visioning. 

For,  lest  we  handle,  lest  we  touch, 

Lest  carnally  our  minds  condone, 

Our  clumsy  credence  may  not  clutch 
The  under  or  the  over  tone. 

Her  finer  alchemy  converts 

The  clanging  brass  to  golden-pealed, 

And  for  her  sight  the  black  earth  spurts 
Hues  never  thought  there  unrevealed. 

Countee  Cullen 


[45] 


"IN  THE  WHITE  DARK  OF  THE  FALLING 

SNOW”"' 


In  the  white  dark  of  the  falling  snow 
Many  delicate  and  hovering  forms  are  moving  .  .  . 
Thin  wraiths,  with  arms  outstretched,  feeling  their  way, 
Breath-beings,  shyly  caressing,  sibilant  with  soft  ut¬ 
terances, 

And  a  tall  Princess  crowned  with  crystal  stars! 

All  is  fragile  and  fleeting  and  furtively  near — 

Like  the  touches  of  a  timid  child  eager  to  be  loved — 

In  the  white  dark  of  the  falling  snow. 

Ah,  I  also  am  walking  in  the  snow-gloaming, 

Near  thee,  beside  thee,  Helen,  groping  with  sensitive 
touch, 

Turning  my  face  aloft  that  the  thronging  flakes  may 
greet  me, 

That  brow  and  lip  and  cheek  may  thrill  to  their  frail 
salutations, 

And  the  silence  become  musical  with  their  whisperings. 
They  are  very  comradely,  falling  from  out  the  dark; 
They  are  like  dream-friends,  returned  after  long-lost 
voyagings; 

They  are  like  the  voices  of  dear  companions,  answering. 

Yes,  I  also  am  walking  beside  thee  in  the  white  dark, 
And  with  us  are  walking  the  multitudes  of  our  fellows, — • 
Each  with  groping,  sensitive  fingers,  each  with  upturned 
face,  seeking  its  caress. 

*  A  phrase  of  Helen  Keller’s. 
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For  what  are  senses  but  the  blind  horizons  of  our  bodies? 

And  what  are  years  but  hesitant  steps  on  into  the  great 
Drift  which  is  our  World? 

Very  near  to  one  another  we  walk,  we  the  multitudes  of 
men; 

Dimly  we  feel  the  passing  of  invisible  feet,  delicate  and 
near. 

In  the  white  dark  of  the  falling  snow  .  . . 

Sometimes  the  flake  is  a  star  in  the  crystal  crown  of  the 
Princess; 

Sometimes  it  dissolves,  and  is  an  Angel’s  tear. 

Hartley  Alexander 


[47] 


HELEN  KELLER 


There  is  the  strength  of  ages  in  her  face, 

A  dignity  of  Alexander’s  day, 

A  wisdom  which  is  deathless.  She  can  say 
All  loveliness  in  silence,  and  God’s  grace 
Has  touched  her  spirit  with  its  beauteous  trace; 
And  there  is  sunlight  in  her  gentle  way, 

For  she  is  part  of  an  eternal  May — 

Beauty  and  love  are  her  allotted  place. 

She  asks  of  life  but  little,  yet  she  gives 
Greatly  of  goodness  and  humility — 

Going  her  way  unmindful  of  the  night, 

Filling  the  hours  with  beauty  ...  So  she  lives 
Forever  gazing  on  a  starless  sea, 

Yet  walking  always  in  her  Maker’s  sight. 

Blanche  Shoemaker  Wagstaff 


[48] 


FOR  HELEN  KELLER 


More  lovely  than  the  face 
That  launched  a  thousand  ships 
Is  this  other  Helen’s  heart, 

Lighting  the  lands  where  dusty  hours 

Slow  would  creep,  and  hands 

Lie  fallow  through  the  barren  day, 

But  for  the  living  Helen  who 
Makes  glow  the  eyes  of  morning, 

Lifts  the  head,  and  higher  holds 
Her  torch  than  all  your  metal  statues. 

Phillips  Russell 


[49] 


TO  HELEN  KELLER— HUMANITARIAN,  SOCIAL 
DEMOCRAT,  GREAT  SOUL 


Fate  laid  upon  you  silence  and  the  night, 
Obscured  for  you  this  outer  mortal  way; 

But  flung  apart  the  inward  doors  of  light, 
Unveiling  vistas  of  the  nobler  day. 

You  see  the  far  horizons  of  all  years, 

Behold  life’s  justice  thwarted  and  denied, 

Catch  vision  of  the  toilers  and  their  tears: 

You  see  the  plundered  workers  from  God’s  side. 

For  all — serf  in  the  pit,  child  at  the  loom — 

Your  voice  goes  out  a  cry  for  human  right, 

A  cry  of  hope  into  their  hopeless  doom. — 

God  knows  that  I  am  with  you  in  this  fight! 

Edwin  Markham 


[50] 


FOR  HELEN  KELLER 


I  have  said  many  words  I  much  regret, 

I  have  seen  much  ’twere  better  not  to  see, 

I  have  heard  much  that  left  these  same  eyes  wet. 
How  could  one  envy  me? 

Your  inward  vision  gives  you  beauty  far 
Beyond  our  loveliness,  the  sound  you  hear 
Is  that  great  chorus  when  star  sings  to  star 
Beyond  our  noisy  sphere. 

For  you  the  harmony,  the  beautiful 

And  unstained  grace  that  we  must  die  to  view. 

I  have  seen  much  unlovely — heard  much  dull; 
May  I  not  envy  you? 

Theodosia  Garrison 


[H] 


ACHIEVEMENT 
(To  Helen  Keller) 


Better  to  climb  the  steep  hill  of  Existence 
Than  to  watch  others  climb; 

Better  to  struggle  on  with  strong  persistence 
Than  to  lose  pace  with  Time. 

Better  to  reach  footsore  the  postern  portal 
Than  win  with  ease  the  goal; 

Better  to  know,  though  weary,  torn,  and  mortal, 
Mine  is  a  growing  soul! 

Theodocia  Pearce 


[52] 


ASPIRATION 
(To  Helen  Keller) 


One  cried  ....  I  would  mount  to  the  heights  and  there 
Pour  down  my  treasures  to  the  world  below, 

That  some  might  upward  look  from  their  despair 
And  high  hope  come  to  know. 

But  you  have  cried . I  seek  no  place  above, 

It  is  my  joy  to  walk  the  thronged  street, 

And  give  the  full  free  measure  of  my  love, 

To  all  I  chance  to  meet. 

Theodocia  Pearce 


[53] 


A  CHALLENGE 


I  list  with  the  ears  of  my  soul  to  the  world; 

I  hear  the  laughter,  and  the  sobbing  of  grief; 

I  list  with  the  ears  of  my  soul  to  the  world — 

And  they  say  I  am  deaf. 

I  look  with  the  eyes  of  my  soul  to  the  world; 

I  see  her  struggling,  unconquered,  kind; 

I  look  with  the  eyes  of  my  soul  to  the  world — 
And  they  say  I  am  blind. 

Theodocia  Pearce 


[54] 


MOTHER  NIGHT 


Eternities  before  the  first-born  day, 

Or  ere  the  first  sun  fledged  his  wings  of  flame, 
Calm  Night,  the  everlasting  and  the  same, 

A  brooding  mother  over  chaos  lay. 

And  whirling  suns  shall  blaze  and  then  decay, 
Shall  run  their  fiery  courses  and  then  claim 
The  haven  of  the  darkness  whence  they  came; 
Back  to  Nirvanic  peace  shall  grope  their  way. 

So  when  my  feeble  sun  of  life  burns  out, 

And  sounded  is  the  hour  for  my  long  sleep, 

I  shall,  full  weary  of  the  feverish  light, 
Welcome  the  darkness  without  fear  or  doubt, 
And,  heavy-lidded,  I  shall  softly  creep 
Into  the  quiet  bosom  of  the  Night. 

James  Weldon  Johnson 


[”] 


HELEN  KELLER 


The  lowly  of  the  earth  lament — she  hears! 

Her  words  are  trumpet  tones  for  forlorn  pleas; 
In  darkness  ever  light  to  her  appears — 

Though  error  blinds  the  human  race,  she  sees! 

Wayne  Arey 


[56] 


“I  LOVE  THE  BEAUTIFUL  TRUTH”"* 

( Dedicated  to  Helen  Keller) 

“I  love  the  truth,  the  beautiful  truth, 

The  truth  that  maketh  mankind  free 
From  dawn  of  youth  throughout  eternity!” 

So  said  she  who  could  not  see. 

“I  love  the  truth,  the  beautiful  truth, 

The  truth  that  maketh  the  blind  to  see, 

The  truth  that  can’t  be  bound; 

For,  e’en  by  them  who  having  eyes  can’t  see, 

The  light  of  truth  is  found.” 

To  them  who  know  the  deeper  things  of  God, 
’Tis  clear  that  sight  and  sound  are  not  earth-born, 
But  come  with  touch  of  love,  like  Moses’  rod, 

To  prove  the  truth  of  Spirit’s  morn. 

There’s  none  so  blind  as  he  who  will  not  see, 

Or,  seeing,  understand 
That  he  might,  like  our  Helen,  be 
Belov’d  by  all  in  every  land, 

And  know  the  power  divine  that  came  to  her 
And  touched  her  mind  and  gave  it  sight 
That  she  might  wonders  see  aright, 

“And  from  Mt.  Sinai’s  sacred  top 
Behold  the  night  of  Egypt  drop,” 

And  hear  a  voice  of  loving  mission 
Say,  “Truth  is  love  and  light  and  vision.” 

*A  phrase  of  Helen  Keller’s. 


U7] 


O  God,  that  men  would  see  a  little  clearer! 

O  God,  that  men  to  men  would  draw  a  little  nearer, 
Or  judge  less  harshly  when  they  cannot  see! 

They  too  would  love  the  beautiful  truth 
That  so  loved  she,  and  nearer  be  to  Thee! 

Tallulah  Bear  Sinclair 


[58] 


TO  HELEN  KELLER 


Her  eyes,  miniature  mirrors, 

Distort  what  they  face; 

Shelled  with  iris  folds 

Ribboning  reality,  they 

Color  formlessly  what  they  confront. 

They  smell  the  flowers  they  finger 
And  add  the  flowers’  imagery; 

Finger  down  to  roots  they  cannot  see, 

But  feel  the  flowers’  food. 

Like  a  groping  sleeper  in  the  night 
They  pass  things  doubly: 

The  sleeper  dreams  resisting  objects 
To  be  opening  gates; 

This  poet  shadows  a  word 
To  build  a  Babel  with,  or 
An  air-fleet’s  sky-harbor  steel-ballasted. 

Well  is  she  blind 

And  to  her  blurred  shapes  vagaries: 

For  she  studies  one  primordial  pattern, 

The  waves  that  crested  at  love’s  inception 
And  the  birth  of  light; 

These  waves  break  upon  her  eyeballs  as 
Her  hands  touch  hands! 

John  Varney 


[59] 


WHEN  HELEN  KELLER  SPOKE 
(Walt  Whitman  'Dinner,  1918) 


After  others  had  said  their  say, 

Some  striving  for  wit, 

Some  exploiting  their  own  penetration,  psychology, 
cleverness, 

Others  heavily  impressive, 

She  arose,  Helen  Keller, 

Who  never  hears  her  own  voice, 

Nor  any  voice, 

Who  never  sees  the  sun,  the  fields,  the  streams, 

Nor  any  human  face, 

Whose  hands  alone,  sensitive  as  antennae, 

Convey  to  her  imprisoned  brain  all  it  can  know 
Of  life,  of  language,  and  of  human  thought; 

She  arose,  and  out  of  her  changeless  darkness  and  inner 
silence 
Spoke. 

With  sightless  eyes  almost  fixed,  and  void  of  expression, 
She  stood  and  made  her  lips,  laboriously  taught,  utter 
words, 

Words  that  came  forth  colorless,  monotonously  chanted, 
Difficult  to  understand,  for  she  could  not  sing  the 
customary  tunes  of  language, 

Yet  words  that  were  every  one  a  triumph,  an  achieve¬ 
ment,  a  wonder, 

For  they  uttered  the  soul  of  one  who  had  out-generaled 
fate 

And  become  a  great  woman. 
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Unlike  the  other  speakers,  she  did  not  strive  for 
rhetoric, 

She  did  not  stoop  to  wit  or  cleverness, 

She  did  not  elaborate  commonplaces; 

It  would  have  been  marvelous  to  hear  her  say  that  grass 
is  green, 

Or  that  music  is  sweet, 

Or  that  she  had  learned  to  read  Mother  Goose; 

But,  under  her  terrible  handicap,  she  had  traveled  far — 
Denied  the  fundamental  opportunity  that  is  everyone’s, 
The  use  of  hearing,  sight,  familiar  speech, 

She  had  become  a  person  of  culture,  of  trained  mind, 
The  mistress  of  many  languages,  of  the  circle  of  the 
sciences,  of  philosophy  itself; 

Nor  was  she  merely  all  this — 

She  alluded  to  herself  as  a  Liberal, 

She  was  one  helping  to  bear  the  burden  of  the  world. 

She  was  talking  of  Walt  Whitman, 

Whom  millions  know  but  as  a  name, 

And  thousands  mis-know  through  narrowness  and 
ignorance, 

And  she  said  of  him 

That  many  are  blind  to  his  vision, 

Deaf  to  his  message, — 

But  she,  though  sightless,  was  not  blind  to  it, 

And,  though  dwelling  in  soundlessness,  she  was  not 
deaf — 

“He  has  opened  many  windows  in  my  dark  house, 

“He  makes  me  aware  of  the  stars,  the  sunshine,  the  sea, 
“And  the  wonderful  night.” 
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And,  as  she  spoke, 

Some  who  had  ears  became  aware 

That  they  heard  not  the  music  she  could  hear, 

And,  having  eyes,  they  saw  not  the  glories  that  were 
present  to  her. 

Awed,  silent,  moved  with  humility  and  self-reproach, 
They  listened  to  Helen  Keller’s  chanting  strange  voice, 
That  voice  from  beyond  some  dark  mysterious  barrier, 
Watched  upon  her  lips  and  unseeing  eyes  an  expression 
of  her  ecstatic  raptness, 

And,  when  she  sat  down,  burst  into  loud  plaudits, 
Which  she  could  not  hear. 

George  Jay  Smith 
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THINKING  OF  HELEN  IN  HAVANA 


Oft  in  the  darkness  there  shines  a  Light, 

The  Light  that  leadest  to  all  meanings. 

Oft  in  the  silence  speakest  the  deepest  Tone, 

The  Tone  that  singest  of  Life  Eternally. 

Beyond  the  silence  and  the  night, 

Nor  eyes  nor  ears  can  see  nor  hear 
The  mysteries  of  Infinity, 

The  time  of  all  Eternity. 

Who  knows  the  secrets  beyond  the  little  road  we  trail? 
Who  knows  the  answers  beyond  the  little  thought  we 
hold? 

Where,  and  what,  are  the  Snows  of  Tomorrow? 

Julian  P.  Scott 
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HELEN  KELLER 


When  I  was  studying  philosophy  at  Harvard  under 
William  James,  we  made  an  excursion  one  day  out  to 
Roxbury.  We  stopped  at  the  Blind  Asylum  and  saw  a 
young  girl  who  was  blind  and  deaf  and  dumb,  and  yet 
who,  by  infinite  pains  and  loving  sympathy,  had  been 
made  to  speak  without  words  and  to  understand  with¬ 
out  sound.  She  was  Helen  Keller.  Perhaps  just  because 
she  was  blind  to  color  differences  in  this  world,  I  became 
intensely  interested  in  her,  and  all  through  my  life 
I  have  followed  her  career.  Finally  there  came  the  thing 
which  I  had  somehow  sensed  would  come:  Helen  Keller 
was  in  her  own  state,  Alabama,  being  feted  and  made 
much  of  by  her  fellow  citizens.  And  yet  courageously 
and  frankly  she  spoke  out  on  the  iniquity  and  foolish¬ 
ness  of  the  color  line.  It  cost  her  something  to  speak. 
They  wanted  her  to  retract,  but  she  sat  serene  in  the 
consciousness  of  the  truth  that  she  had  uttered.  And 
so  it  was  proven,  as  I  knew  it  would  be,  that  this  woman 
who  sits  in  darkness  has  a  spiritual  insight  clearer  than 
that  of  many  wide-eyed  people  who  stare  uncompre- 
hendingly  at  this  prejudiced  world. 

W.  E.  B.  DuBois 
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TO  A  BLIND  NAZARENE 
(Helen  Keller) 


Secure  in  blind  and  perfect  night, 

And  freed  from  the  distress  of  light, 

As  deep  in  inward  darkness 
I  have  often  longed  to  be; 

As  an  undivulged  sea, 

When,  with  no  coast  to  hedge 
Scarred  silence,  slipping  gray, 

The  one  breath,  on  isolation, 

Sinks  with  the  coral  tendrils  of  the  spray. 

End  me!  I  have  thought. 

Let  my  mind  be  still! 

Carry  me  beyond  a  ravaging  by  sight, 

Beyond  an  onslaught,  made  by  things  beheld, 

On  muted  will. 

If  I  were  all  my  world, 

The  rays  of  morning  stars  would  never  lash  my  eyes, 
To  wake  to  agony  and  life  a  stolid  breast. 

Sun,  crashing  its  amber  on  the  blazed  horizons, 
Would  stir  in  me  no  more  than  the  reflection 
On  an  unplumbed  water 
Of  far,  bright  unrest. 

Then  you,  with  your  virgin  senses, 

Seeing  that  which  you  have  never  seen, 

Showed  me,  as  you  were  sinless  Jesus, 

Knowing  sin  and  suffering, 

Something  ruthless  vision  ought  to  mean. 

Evelyn  Scott 
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HELEN  KELLER 


For  us  the  shelter  of  the  Day, 

Curtained  with  colored  light; 

In  this  brave  tent  we  sulk  and  sing — 
(Achilles  safe  from  fight). 

In  golden  folds  we  hide  from  Sight, 
Consoled  with  many  a  grace, 

Till  the  great  Shield  goes  clashing  down, 
Till  canopies  of  gold  are  down, 

And  Night,  the  foe  of  refuge, 

Betrays  us  into  Space. 

But  she,  perpetually  betrayed, 

Beyond  our  gilded  bars, 

Her  soul  is  the  adventuress  Night, 
Uncoverer  of  stars. 

But  she,  Familiar  of  the  Night, 

Habituate  of  Awe, 

In  noble  darkness  sits  at  gaze 
Where  no  man  ever  saw. 

Orphan  of  Sound  and  thrall  of  Still, 

Where  man  can  never  tell 
She  holds  the  Void  against  her  ear 
Like  a  sounding  shell. 

And  never  succored  by  the  Day, 

Never  by  Day  forsook, 

She  tends  upon  the  wheeling  God 
With  long  sidereal  look. 

Rose  O’Neill 
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AMBASSADRESS 
(For  Helen  Keller) 

One  that  has  not  heard  a  voice  in  anger, 
Nor  feared  the  pallor  of  death, 

Nor  seen  the  loss  of  innocence, 

Can  hear  a  lark’s  wing-feather  sing, 

Can  chart  the  pulse  of  cherubim, 

And,  with  her  enlightened  fingers,  feel 
Haloes  around  the  heads  she  touches. 

Elmira  Grogan 
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A  HELEN  KELLER;* 


One  d’etroits  liens  nous  tiennent  ensemble ! 

Notre  pale  nuit  n’est  pas  sans  clartes — 

Nous  Villuminons  de  memes  be  antes, 

Et  notre  optimisme  aussi  se  ressemble. 

Que  d’etroits  liens  nous  tiennent  ensemble! 

«■  *  * 

Que  j’aime  d  contempler  ton  dme  de  Lionne 
Et  ce  que  ton  courage  a  d’intrepidite! 

Que  j’aime  I’Ideal  vers  qui  s’ ascensionne 
L’ardeur  d’elan  de  ta  bonte ! 

Dans  ta  nuit  qui  s’etoile  a  fuse  lumiere. 

Tu  ne  te  heurtes  plus  le  front  au  dur  barreau. 

Ta  cage  s’est  ouverte,  O  noble  prisonniere! 

L’horizon  de  ton  reve  est  immensement  beau. 

Ton  mutisme  a  rompu  son  silence  farouche , 

A  force  de  lutter  ton  vouloir  est  vainqueur. 

1 1  a  fait  un  miracle :  il  descelle  ta  b  otic  he, 
ll  rend  la  parole  d  ton  coeur. 

Immortel  est  le  livre  ou  tu  mis  ton  histoire, 

Beni  soit  ton  bon  ange  et  son  oeuvre  d’ amour. 

Qu’ils  soient  associes  au  cri  de  ta  victoire 
Tons  ceux  que,  comme  toi,  tu  fis  renaitre  au  jour! 

Bertha  Galeron  deCalonne 

(Paris,  France) 

*  Translated  on  the  following  page. 
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TO  HELEN  KELLER 


How  many  close  ties  bind  us  together! 

Our  pale  night  is  not  without  brightness — 

We  illuminate  it  with  the  same  beauties, 

And  our  hope  is  the  same. 

How  many  close  ties  bind  us  together! 

n*  ^  'i" 

How  I  love  to  contemplate  thy  Lioness  soul 
And  all  the  intrepidity  of  thy  courage! 

How  I  love  the  Ideal  toward  which  mounts 
The  ardor  of  impulse  of  thy  goodness! 

In  thy  night — starring  itself — light  has  fused. 

No  more  dost  thou  hurtle  thy  brow  against  the  hard  bar. 
Thy  cage  has  opened,  O  noble  prisoner! 

Thy  dreams’  horizon  is  widely  beautiful. 

Thy  mutism  has  broken  its  wild  silence, 

By  dint  of  striving  thy  will  is  the  conqueror. 

It  has  made  a  miracle:  it  unseals  thy  mouth, 

Renders  back  speech  to  thy  heart. 

Immortal  is  the  book  that  tells  thy  history, 

Blessed  thy  good  angel  and  her  work  of  love. 

Let  them  all  be  associated  in  the  cry  of  thy  victory, 

All  those  like  thee,  whom  thou  hast  given  back  to  the 
day! 

Bertha  Galeron  deCalonne 

( Translated  by  her  son ,  Jean  Galeron) 
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A  BIRTHDAY  SALUTATION  TO  HELEN  KELLER 


“The  hearing  ear  and  the  seeing  eye,  the  Lord  hath  made  even  both  of  them.* 

So  runs  the  Proverb  of  the  long  ago, 

True  for  all  time;  yet  what  a  marvel  this, 

To  know  one  whom  the  world  with  hasty  thought 
Deems  of  both  ear  and  eye  bereft, — yet  hears 
Beyond  the  power  of  those  who  scarcely  more 
Than  seem  to  hear,  and  sees  more  wondrously 
Than  those  whose  eyes  are  granted  outward  sight! 

So  is  this  gifted  one  made  messenger, 

To  us  who  thought  we  heard  and  saw,  of  truth 
Beyond  the  reach  of  sense,  and  beautiful 
With  grace  of  hidden  tenderness  and  worth 
That  thrills  our  answering  spirits.  So  we  know 
The  Proverb  far  more  deeply  than  of  old. 

And  He  who  surely  made  the  hearing  ear 
And  kindled  with  His  light  the  seeing  eye 
Reveals  in  you  His  well-beloved  child 
The  swiftness  of  a  hearing  exquisite 
And  radiance  of  a  vision  glorious, 

Until  our  hearts  are  overbrimmed  with  thanks 
For  His  great  boon  bestowed  on  us  through  you. 

And  all  the  cherished  beauty  of  your  life. 

Eliot  White 
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TO  HELEN  KELLER 


Out  from  the  dark  leaved  life,  bloomed  hope,  riped  love. 
Feeling,  unchained,  sprang  fair  from  feeling’s  dearth. 
Forth  o’er  the  waters  of  blind  pain  the  dove 
Of  Sentience  winged,  thrilled  all  applauding  earth. 

Love  hovered  above  you,  kissed  your  lips  to  speech, 
Taught  your  dumb  hands  its  language.  A  lode  star, 
Thought  pointed  dream  to  action;  with  proud  reach 
Its  station  was  Imagination’s  car. 

You,  in  return,  have  borne  that  borrowed  light 
Across  deep  human  grief  and  cheered  its  day. 

You  nurse  the  dream  that  dawns  behind  the  sight. 
Because  of  you,  Hope  wears  bright  wreath  of  May. 
Thus  radiant  Faith  undaunted  treads  the  night — 

Thus  one  brave  heart  ten  thousand  souls  can  stay. 

Craven  Langstroth  Betts 
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STAUB 

(Dedicated  to  Helen  Keller) 

Wenn  euer  Kechen  dann  ein  Bldttlein  streift, 

Vom  Winde  graugelb,  sprode  und  bereift, 

Ah  konnt  es  nicht  zusammenhalten  schier 
Dann  wisst :  Das  Bldttlein  ist  ein  Lied  von  mir . 
Wenn  ihr’s  beriibrt,  zerflattert  es  wie  Spreu, 
l hr  sagt  auch  dann:  Auch  dieses  Blatt  war  neu . 
Und  es  ist  wahr}  denn  eines  Tranmes  We  ben 
Zerstob  mit  iJym,  so  wie  dereinst  mein  Leben. 

Fahr  wohl,  es  war  ja  haum  der  Muehe  wert, 

Staub  war  zu  Staub  tmd  Keiner  der  Ihm  wehrt. 

Anna  Nill 
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TWO  OPTIMISTS 


(A  Letter  to  Joseph  Jefferson,  Acknowledging  a  Copy  of  Helen  Keller’s 

Essay  on  "Optimism”) 


To  send  fit  thanks,  I  would  I  had  the  art, 

For  this  small  book  that  holds  a  mighty  heart, 
Enshrining,  as  it  does,  brave  Helen’s  creed. 

In  thought  and  word;  in  many  a  lovely  deed; 

In  facing  what  would  crush  a  lesser  soul, 

Making  of  barriers  helps  to  reach  the  goal; 

In  sympathy  with  all;  in  human  kindness 
To  the  blind  of  heart  (dear  girl!  not  this  her 
blindness ! ) , 

As  well  as  to  her  brethren  of  the  dark 
And  silent  world,  who  through  her  see  and  hark; 
— In  bringing  out  of  darkness  a  great  light, 
Which  burns  and  beacons  high  in  all  men’s  sight, 
That  exquisite  spirit  is  true  optimist! 

Yet  there  are  other  names  in  the  bright  list: 

If  faith  in  man  and  woman  that  still  lasts, 
Though  chilled  by  seventy  winters’  bitter  blasts; 
If  seeing,  as  you  see,  the  good  in  evil 
And  even  something  Christian  in  the  devil; 

If  power  to  take  misfortune  as  a  friend, 

And  to  be  cheerful  to  the  very  end; 

Not  to  be  spoiled  by  praise,  nor  deeply  stung 
By  the  detractor’s  sharp  and  envious  tongue; 

If  living  in  fairyland  as  really  now 
As  when  heaven’s  dew  was  fresh  on  childhood’s 
brow; 
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If  seeing,  in  fine,  this  world  as  through  a  prism 
Of  lovely  colors  is  true  optimism, 

Then  Joseph  is  true  optimist  no  less, 

And  Heaven  sent  both  this  troubled  world  to  bless. 

Richard  Watson  Gilder 
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HELEN  KELLER  WITH  A  ROSE* 


Others  may  see  thee;  I  behold  thee  not, 

Yet  most  I  think  thee,  beauteous  blossom,  mine: 
For  I,  who  walk  in  shade,  like  Proserpine — 

Things  once  too  briefly  looked  on,  long  forgot — 
Seem  by  some  tender  miracle  divine, 

When  breathing  thee,  apart, 

To  hold  the  rapturous  summer  warm  within  my  heart. 

We  understand  each  other,  thou  and  I! 

Thy  velvet  petals  laid  against  my  cheek, 

Thou  feelest  all  the  voiceless  things  I  speak, 

And  to  my  yearning  makest  mute  reply: 

Yet  a  more  special  good  of  thee  I  seek, 

For  God  who  made — oh,  kind! — 

Beauty  for  one  and  all,  gave  fragrance  for  the  blind! 

Florence  Earle  Coates 

*  Referring  to  a  picture  in  the  Century  Magazine,  January,  1905. 
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HELEN  KELLER 


Behind  her  triple  prison-bars  shut  in 

She  sits,  the  whitest  soul  on  earth  today. 

No  shadowing  stain,  no  whispered  hint  of  sin, 
Into  that  sanctuary  find  the  way. 

There  enters  only  clear  and  proven  truth 
Apportioned  for  her  use  by  loving  hands 
And  winnowed  from  all  knowledge  of  all  lands, 
To  satisfy  her  ardent  thirst  of  youth. 

Like  a  strange  alabaster  mask  her  face, 

Rayless  and  sightless,  set  in  patience  dumb, 
Until  like  quick  electric  currents  come 
The  signals  of  life  into  her  lonely  place; 

Then,  like  a  lamp  just  lit,  an  inward  gleam 
Flashes  within  the  mask’s  opacity, 

The  features  glow  and  dimple  suddenly, 

And  fun  and  tenderness  and  sparkle  seem 
To  irradiate  the  fines  once  dull  and  blind, 
While  the  white  slender  fingers  reach  and  cling 
With  quick  imploring  gestures,  questioning 
The  mysteries  and  meanings: — to  her  mind. 

The  world  is  not  the  sordid  world  we  know; 

It  is  a  happy  and  benignant  spot 
Where  kindness  reigns,  and  jealousy  is  not, 
And  men  move  softly,  dropping  as  they  go 
The  golden  fruit  of  knowledge  for  all  to  share. 
And  Love  is  King,  and  Heaven  is  very  near, 
And  God  to  whom  each  separate  soul  is  dear, 
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Makes  fatherly  answer  to  each  whispered  prayer. 
Ah,  little  stainless  soul,  shut  in  so  close, 

May  never  hint  of  doubt  creep  in  to  be 
A  shadow  on  the  calm  security 
Which  wraps  thee,  as  its  fragrance  wraps  a  rose. 

Susan  Coolidge 
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OF  HELEN  KELLER 


She,  without  eyes,  sees  more  than  I  who  know 
Each  dawn’s  thin  flicker  and  each  star’s  frail  glow. 
She,  without  ears,  hears  more  than  I,  beset 
With  songs  and  nestlings  subtle  as  the  fret 
Of  sun  in  leaves. 

She  looks  within,  within: 

And  hears  the  echo  of  the  Seraphim! 

O  eyes  of  me  and  ears  of  me,  that  seem 
Such  happy  handmaids  to  my  Lord  of  Dream, 

Be  humble!  Bow  yourselves  and  stand  apart. 

Your  visions  fade  before  her  high,  pure  heart! 

Fannie  Stearns  Davis 
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AGAINST  THE  GATE  OF  LIFE 
(To  Helen  Keller) 


As  mute  against  the  gate  of  life  you  sit, 

Longing  to  open  it, 

Full  oft  you  must  behold,  in  thought,  a  maid 

With  banner  white,  whose  lilies  do  not  fade, 

And  armor  glory  lit. 

Across  the  years,  darkling,  you  still  must  see, 

In  the  hush  of  memory, 

Her  whom  no  wrong  of  Fate  could  make  afraid — 

Of  all  the  maidens  of  the  world,  The  Maid l — 

In  her  brave  purity. 

For  she,  like  you,  was  singly  set  apart, 

O  high  and  lonely  heart! — 

And  harkened  Voices,  silent  save  to  her, 

And  looked  on  Visions  she  might  not  transfer 
By  my  loving  art, — 

Knew  the  dread  chill  of  isolation,  when 
Life  darkened  to  her  ken; 

Yet  could  not  know,  as  round  her  closed  the  night, 

How  radiant  and  far  would  shine  her  light, — 

A  miracle  to  men! 

Florence  Earle  Coates 

Published  in  Lippincotfs  Monthly  Magazine ,  December,  1910. 
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HOW  CAN  I  WRITE  POEMS  FOR  HELEN  KELLER? 


I  must  live  in  a  bad,  bad  world, 

So  that  there  can  be  no  longer 
Such  thing  as  ‘'goodness.” 

Blind  persons  have  wisdom; 

They  travel  this  world  with  good  mind. 

Eyes  bring  a  lot  of  trouble  into  mind — 

They  cause  fear! 

JUSABRO  IWAMI 
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HELEN  KELLER 


What  are  eyes  for  but  to  see  the  truth  she  sees, 

Yet  how  seldom  seen  with  eyes — 

As  though  living  folk  should  see  only  dark  earth 
And  dead  folk  skies. 

Witter  Bynner 
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THE  QUEEN  OF  CLOUDS 


The  Queen  of  Clouds  riding  down  from  her  Jade  City, 
Adorned  with  flowers  around  and  around, 

Sees  spring  flying  away  on  wings. 

Then  autumn  steps  in  with  a  chilly  smile, 

When  leaves  of  maple  trees  are  redden’d  like  peonies. 

It  is  Time  that  has  colored  all  flowers  and  leaves; 

It  is  Time  that  has  received  and  escorted  springs  and 
autumns ; 

And  it  is  the  Queen  of  Clouds  who  rides  on  Time. 

O  Time!  Infinite  Time! 

O  Queen  of  Clouds! 

Kiang  Kang-hu 
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MIRACLE 


Miracle’s  star,  too  brilliant  for  the  beholding, 

Is  a  hidden  lighthouse  searching  the  source  of  our  dark¬ 
ness, 

Luminous  vision  the  blind  affect,  vanishing  quickly, 
Heaven  and  earth  join  hands  for  the  space  of  a  moment — 


Ride  on  the  fringe  of  this  rainbow  while 
time. 


yet  there  is 


Laura  Benet 
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A  QUERY 


Does  Stygic  darkness  reign  wherein  you  dwell? 

Or  does  the  fragrant  petal  of  the  rose 
Call  forth  such  shapes  of  beauty  by  its  smell 
As  man  aspires  to  know  but  seldom  knows? 

Does  pulsing  stillness  beat  against  your  ears? 

Or,  fended  from  life’s  pandemonian  screams, 
Can  you  enjoy  the  melody  of  spheres 

That  other  men  can  only  hear  in  dreams? 

Do  thoughts  surge  up  and  clamor  for  release? 

Or,  spared  the  banal  chatterings  of  life, 

Can  you  commune  with  kindred  souls  in  peace, — 
The  peace  that  man  has  sacrificed  to  strife? 

Do  you  cry  out  against  a  cruel  star? 

Or  is  it  given  you  to  realize 
That  those  who  heed  not  are  more  deaf  by  far, 
More  blind  are  they  who  will  not  use  their  eyes? 

George  Wesley  Dennis 
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CHILD  OF  NIGHT 


More  free  by  far  is  the  wild  night  jar 
In  the  dreamy  even 

Than  eagle  fleet  in  its  mountain  beat 
With  gold  in  the  heaven. 

Sweet  the  note  from  the  nightingale’s  throat 
In  the  listening  even; 

Sweet  to  sense  the  happy  cadence 
That  day  is  not  given. 

Ah,  Child  of  Night,  breathe  you  delight 
’Mid  the  festive  vision, 

And  give  to  day  the  vesture  gay 
That  day  is  not  given. 

James  Sydney  Johnson 
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A  SONG  OF  THE  HEIGHTS 


It’s  spring  on  Cradock  Mountains,  the  aloes  are  ablaze, 
And  the  bushes  olive-green  on  the  Karoo; 

The  endless  flats  with  vygies1  are  bright  pink  and  yellow 
gold, 

And  Buffelskop2  stands  radiant  in  the  blue. 

The  krantzes  stay  the  great  peaks  up,  soft-shimmering 
in  the  sun, 

The  silver  river3  coils  and  winds  below, 

The  eastern  arc  at  sunset  is  a  heavenly  beaming  light 
With  its  magic  rainbow  colors  soft  aglow. 

Oh,  the  thorn-trees4  yellow-blossomed  and  the  waving 
kippersol,5 

And  the  wilgeboom5  along  Fish  River’s  stream, 

And  the  lovely  town  of  Cradock  nestling  softly  in  the 
plain, 

And  Elandberg’s  bold  buttresses  agleam. 

S.  C.  Crqnwright-Schreiner 

1  Ice  plants  (mesembryanthemurn?) . 

2  Where  Olive  Schreiner  is  buried. 

3  Fish  River. 

4  Mimosa  acacia. 

5  Kinds  of  trees. 

From  Little  Songs  of  South  Africa ,  privately  published. 
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TO  HELEN  KELLER 


Alone  in  the  far  regions  of  the  soul 
You  sit  in  silence,  beautiful,  serene, 

Untrammeled  by  the  fleeting  lights  that  screen 
Our  fettered  eyes  from  those  bright  tides  that  roll 
In  waves  of  light  eternal  to  their  goal 
Which  thy  free  spirit,  through  our  dark,  hath  seen 
Within  pure  space,  where  naught  doth  intervene 
Between  thy  vision  and  the  central  pole. 

Measuring  our  world  with  standard  measureless, 

Show  us  the  meaning  of  its  depth  and  height; 
Piercing  the  dark  beyond  our  wavering  guess, 

Tell  us  the  secret  of  thy  deeper '  sight, 

Reach  forth  thy  hand  to  guide  our  helplessness, 

O  wonderful  white  soul  beyond  the  light! 

Jane  A.  Roulston 

Published  in  II  Fuoco,  October  15,  1914. 
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COMES  TRUTH!  COMES  BEAUTY!  COMES  LOVE! 

(Princess  Helens  Christmas ) 


To  hear,  to  speak,  to  see — 

For  her  it  could  not  be. 

Her  spirit’s  pinions  prison — pressed  and  all  untried: 
In  an  abyss 
Of  crushing  loneliness 
The  Princess  Helen  sighed; 

Lost  in  a  vault  of  awful  silence, 

Like  a  rose  caught  in  a  vise  of  steel, 

Aching,  her  soul  would  yield  its  fragrance 
To  the  press  of  life  it  could  only  feel. 

That  sigh  from  out  her  "night” 

Comes  to  the  God  of  Light, 

Once  seen  by  John  a  horse  of  shining  white  to  ride. 
Strong  is  This  One 
All  errors  to  atone, 

For  Truth  rides  at  His  Side. 

Eager  a  teacher  then  was  showing, 

While  her  fingers  Mercury’s  magic  sought, 

Water,  in  slipping  softness  flowing 

In  the  cupping  hand  of  the  child — and  caught. 
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Now  God  a  living  blade 
The  name  for  "'water”  made; 

The  Vulcan  vise  it  severed — lo!  the  "rose”  is  free! 
Banished  her  "night.” 

Her  fingers  filled  with  light, 

The  Princess  now  can  "see.” 

Pegasus  may  Minerva’s  learning 

From  the  mountain  top  to  the  plain  send  down: 

But  to  the  Princess  came  the  yearning 
For  the  God-sent  wisdom — the  spirit’s  own. 

A  rose  would  reach  to  God, 

With  beauty  from  the  sod, 

To  mingle  with  the  angels’  deepest,  highest  love. 

Free  now  her  soul 

The  Princess  sought  the  whole 

Of  beauty  from  above. 

Taught  by  Our  Lord,  "The  Light,”  a  writer 
Had  recorded  all  that  she  longed  to  find. 

Vision  then  came:  the  way  blazed  brighter 
And  the  works  of  Swedenborg  flamed  her  mind. 

And  thus  the  King  of  Kings 
A  birth  of  brightness  brings — 

"Once  seen  by  John  a  horse  of  shining  white  to  ride”; 
Bethlehem  born 
Again  He  comes — like  Dawn; 

And  Love  lives  at  His  Side. 
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Found  in  the  glow  of  joy  supernal, 

As  a  rose  serene  where  the  flowers  are: 

Bethlehem  lights  the  Truth  Eternal — 

Helen  Keller’s  eyes  see  the  Shining  Star! 

John  W.  Stockwell 
(Patrick  Moseley) 

Published  in  The  Helper,  Christmas,  1927. 
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THE  DREAM 


My  ancestor,  in  early  time, 

Inching  slowly  out  of  slime, 

Longed  to  see  the  round  of  things 
And  wished  himself  a  pair  of  wings. 

His  protoplasmic  embryo 
Of  human  intellect  said:  No, 

In  place  of  wings  I  must  have  hands 
Obedient  to  my  commands, 

Provide  these,  and  I’ll  satisfy 
Your  frivolous  desire  to  fly! 

This  was  the  presage  of  disaster, 

From  that  time  brain  became  the  master, 
While  body,  dull,  insensitive, 

Enslaved;  its  very  right  to  live 
Dependent  on  its  two  hand  buying 
Bread  by  labor;  dreamed  of  flying. 

Cunning  and  ingenious  brain, 

Body  trusted  you  in  vain 
To  provide  its  dear  desire  .  .  . 

This  machine  of  wood  and  wire 
Roaring  at  demented  pace 
Through  the  shattered  aisles  of  space, 

To  what  maniacs  could  it  seem 
The  fulfillment  of  a  dream? 

Thwarted  body,  may  you  find 
Some  safe  refuge  from  the  mind, 

Some  safe  Eden,  new  and  fresh, 
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For  the  weary,  trammelled  flesh, 

Some  uncharted  stream,  whereon 
Floats  the  slow,  unhurried  swan 
Musing  over  a  mirrored  sky; 

Where  all  the  eons  that  rolled  by 
Drift  back  like  mist,  and  you,  enchanted, 
Have  the  wings  you  have  always  wanted, 
And  explore  the  wide,  unknown 
Silence  of  air,  alone. 

Marjorie  Allen  Seiffert 
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PRAYER  TO  BE  AN  ARTIST 
(For  Helen  Keller) 


Lord,  clip  my  wings,  so  may  my  feet  learn  flying! 
Lord,  to  my  eyes  deny  their  loving  sight! 

For  only  thus,  when  waves  of  sound  are  dying, 
May  I  hear  music  on  the  waves  of  light. 

Of  kisses  on  my  mouth,  dear  Lord,  bereave  me, 
That  on  my  lips  there  may  be  room  for  prayer. 
Lord,  close  the  gates  of  Heaven.  Do  not  receive  me, 
But  keep  me  standing  on  the  top-most  stair. 

Clinch  Calkins 
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BLIND  EYES  THAT  SEE 
(A  Sonnet  for  Helen  Keller ) 

These  eyes  of  mine,  for  all  that  they  have  seen, 

Have  only  made  such  small  discovery  .... 

A  peacock’s  plumage  dazzling  in  a  preen, 

A  sunset  burning  on  a  summer  sea, 

Or  mountains  tippling  in  the  wine  of  dawn, 

Or  constellations  in  their  awesome  space; 

A  sparrow  and  a  daisy  on  the  lawn; 

Your  auraed  presence,  and  your  shining  face  .  .  . 

For  only  when  I  close  the  shuttered  sight 
Upon  the  panoramas  of  the  mind, 

I  half  perceive  what  all  revealing  light 
Pours  out  in  compensation  for  the  blind, 

And  half-discern  sublimities  that  rise 
Before  the  inner  vision  of  your  eyes. 

S.  A.  deWitt 

Published  in  The  New  Leader,  May  21,  1927. 


[94] 


HELEN  KELLER 


She, 

In  the  dark, 

Found  light 

Brighter  than  many  ever  see. 
She, 

Within  herself, 

Found  loveliness, 

Through  the  soul’s  own  mastery. 
And  now  the  world  receives 
From  her  dower: 

The  message  of  the  strength 
Of  inner  power. 

Langston  Hughes 
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TO  HELEN  KELLER 


I  wish  to  take  this  occasion  to  express  the  profound 
regard  I  cherish  for  the  personality  of  Helen  Keller  and 
for  her  extraordinary  genius  which  is  harmonized  in 
her  character  with  a  serene  spiritual  loftiness.  And  to 
convey  to  her  greetings  of  fellowship  and  goodwill 
and  sincere  appreciation  of  the  work  she  has  done  for 
humanity. 

Rabindranath  Tagore 
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HELEN  KELLER 


She  could  not  see  hear  or  speak 
Yet  she  talks  in  thoughts 
She  sees  in  poetry 
And  hears  in  poetry. 

Roseanne  Strunsky 
(City  and  Country  School) 
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ONCE  YOU  FED  ME  FRAGRANT  APPLES 


I  remember  you  speaking  in  the  Brevoort 
On  the  night  when  Traubel  said  goodbye  to  the  world. 
Your  voice  came  forth  strangely 
As  if  from  another  planet. 

I  thought  of  you  bathed  in  white  radiance. 

Once  you  fed  me  fragrant  apples 

When  I  was  the  Poor  Fish  at  Art  Young’s  Birthday  Ball. 
You  laughed  gayly, 

Touching  the  massive  sea-denizen’s  jaws, 

Asking  whether  it  was  whale  or  shark. 

What  is  your  secret,  I  wonder? 

From  what  deep  springs  within  your  mind 
Does  the  laughter  come? 

Will  you  let  me  tell  you  stories 
On  a  sun-warm  day? 

John  Nicholas  Beffel 
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THE  UNDEFEATED 


It  is  a  trackless  way  the  blind  have  come, 

A  muffled  way  for  those  who  could  not  hear; 

And  none  could  know  the  anguish  of  the  dumb. 
Yet,  rallied  by  the  mind,  man  hides  his  fear 
Of  savage  odds  which  threaten  his  advance. 

Of  his  courageous  thought  he  makes  new  arms 
To  meet  the  lunge  of  evil  circumstance, 

The  slow  bombardment  of  a  life’s  alarms. 

He  stumbles,  but  still  rises  in  his  pride 

To  curse  the  blackguard  chance  that  he  must  meet, 

And  fails  at  last  midway  a  forward  stride. 

Who  falls  thus  does  not  topple  in  defeat, 

But  in  his  dying  sounds  a  battle  horn 

That  shakes  the  men  and  years  which  are  not  born. 

Lawrence  Lee 
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TO  HELEN  KELLER 


Mute,  sightless  visitant, 

From  what  uncharted  world 
Hast  voyaged  into  Life’s  rude  sea 
With  guidance  scant; 

As  if  some  bark  mysteriously 
Should  hither  glide,  with  spars  aslant 
And  sails  all  furled! 

In  what  perpetual  dawn, 

Child  of  the  spotless  brow, 

Hast  kept  thy  spirit  far  withdrawn — 
Thy  birthright  undefiled! 

What  views  to  thy  sealed  eyes  appear? 
What  voices  mayst  thou  hear 
Speak  as  we  know  not  how? 

Of  grief  and  sin  hast  thou, 

O  radiant  child, 

Even  thou,  a  share?  Can  mortal  taint 
Have  power  on  thee  unfearing 
The  woes  our  sight,  our  hearing, 
Learn  from  Earth’s  crime  and  plaint? 

Not  as  we  see 

Earth,  sky,  insensate  forms,  ourselves 
Thou  seest, — but  vision  free 
Thy  fancy  soars  and  delves. 

Albeit  no  sounds  to  relate 
The  wondrous  things 
Thy  brave  imaginings 
Within  their  starry  night  create. 
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Pity  thy  unconfined 

Clear  spirit,  whose  enfranchised  eyes 

Use  not  their  grosser  sense? 

Ah,  no!  Thy  bright  intelligence 
Hath  its  own  Paradise, 

A  realm  wherein  to  hear  and  see 
Things  hidden  from  our  kind. 

Not  thou,  not  thou — ’tis  we 
Are  deaf,  are  dumb,  are  blind! 

Edmund  Clarence  Stedman 


Published  in  the  New  York  Independent,  December,  1888. 
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THE  BLIND 


Bright  Children  of  the  Sun,  whose  rays  illume 
Your  joyous  steps,  weep  for  the  slaves  of  Gloom, 
The  prisoners  of  Obscurity,  the  blind! 

In  the  great  castle  of  the  world  confined, 

In  the  unwindowed  dungeon  of  the  night, 

With  bruised  hands  they  grope  toward  the  light 
Which  never  shines.  For  them  there  is  no  world, 
No  symboled  universe  of  things,  unfurled 
Before  the  mind,  save  such  as  they  command 
By  touch  of  the  opaque  and  rayless  hand 
Upon  their  walls  of  stone.  Reality 
Is  the  stern  gaoler  whom  they  cannot  see 
But  toward  whose  jangling  keys  and  jarring  tread 
They  turn  expectant  for  the  daily  bread 
Which  is  their  all.  Ever  for  them  in  vain 
The  tribal  clouds  upon  the  ethereal  plain 
Kindle  their  camp-fires,  and  in  vain  the  moon’s 
Mysterious  sentries  pace  the  tented  dunes. 

Weep,  Bearers  of  the  torch!  but  not  for  those 
Whose  mortal  eye  is  curtained  with  repose; 

Weep  not  for  them  but  for  the  darker  blind! 

The  cunning  chambers  of  the  human  mind 
May  cheat  the  midnight,  but  the  greater  dark 
Can  be  illumined  only  by  a  spark 
Of  that  immortal  fire  which  lights  the  goal. 

Not  from  without  but  from  within  the  soul, 

And  through  no  lens  of  flesh  that  clearer  light 
Shall  penetrate  which  shall  dispel  the  night. 
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They  only  are  the  blind  who  cannot  see 
The  perfect  beams  of  Immortality, 

That  elemental  lamp  whose  oil  is  Ruth, 

Whose  wick  is  Wisdom  and  whose  flame  is  Truth. 
They  only  are  the  blind  for  whom  there  shine 
No  rays  of  Love  eternal  and  divine 
To  burnish  with  delight  the  sea,  the  wood, 

The  earth,  the  air  and  that  great  brotherhood 
Of  Life’s  unnumbered  forms  which  Death  and  Pain 
Join  in  their  evolutionary  chain; 

Rays  which  alone  can  light  the  path  sublime 
Which  man  must  strike  across  the  plain  of  Time, 
Until  his  soul,  bursting  her  mortal  bars, 

Beholds  at  last  the  unimagined  stars! 

Robert  R.  Logan 
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TO  HELEN  KELLER 


You’ve  had  rhapsodic  lyrics, 

And  dull  panegyrics, 

And  of  sonnets,  you  must  be  quite  tired. 
You’ve  had  odes  dithyrambic, 

Full  of  strophes  iambic, 

And  in  meter,  no  doubt,  you’ve  been  mired. 

You’ve  had  humor  pedantic, 

And  lines  almost  frantic, 

From  the  kindly-intentioned  to  you, 

But  all  forms  of  spondaic, 

Anapestic,  trochaic, 

Are  not  equal  to  Whitman’s  “home  brew”. 

So — “Health  to  you!  Good  will  to  you! 

From  me  and  America  sent!” . W.  W. 

Madge  Barton  Feurer 
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LIKE  THE  PEONIES 
(To  "Teacher”) 


You  are  like  the  peonies 
You  gave  to  me  today; 

You  are  like  the  peonies 
That  bloom  the  last  of  May. 

Round  and  big  and  plentiful, 
Nature  lavish,  too; 

Extravagant  in  goodness, 

As  generous  as  you. 

They  shed  a  heavy  perfume, 
Oh,  endless-giving  flowers! 

You,  too,  shed  a  fragrance  rare 
Upon  this  life  of  ours. 

You  are  like  the  peonies 
You  gave  to  me  today; 

Oh,  how  very  like  yourself, 

To  give  yourself  away! 

E.  P. 
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Drawing  by  Zhenya  Gay 
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